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| PREFACE. 
8 OME Authors have announced their Works into the 
CI world with an apology Jametbing to this purpoſe, 
Had it not been at the requeſt of ſome of my beſt friends, 
this work bad never ſeen-thewworld.” Now my caſe is 
 guite the reverſe, for it is at the infligation of one of my 
eateſ enemies (that is to ſay, my Poverty) that this 
ttle Piace troubles the world. Put ' will the avorld be 
troubled with it Aye, there's the gueſtion hill it 
overlook that great deficiency in my Tule-page * As it 
was per formed*—=No it was not perform'd (the* ſome 
of my prcductlons have) But may not the Public voice, 
which has ſrved many a trifle on the inſide, exten d 7s 
clemency to mine on the cutfide of a Theatre.” My 
bat News from Bantry Bay,” (approved by Mr. 
Daly the Manager) was publiſhed in Dublin, *whete 


many of the first rank in Ireland honoured my Subſeription 
E with their Names. After receiving my diſebarge, I 
publiſhed a ſhort Account of the Injurretlion (to moſt of 


ewhich I was an cye- witagſi) and met with a very flat- 
tering encouragement in Waterford. On my arrival in 
Bristol, I ventured a ſecond Edition, in the Preface of 
"which I teld-the Ladies and Gentlemen that my Pampb- 
let was my Barn, my Shop, my Storehouſe, from which 
1 hoped to draw a — for myſelf & family 5 and 
now I tell the world that I never wou'd wiſh for a better 
market.--- Bristol accept my thanks, may you ed r 
would pray, but I want words adrquate to the bccaſion. 
Te Story of the inſurrectmion growing tale, I found it. 
neceſſary ts think of anither Subje2. ' I made choite of that 
which lay nearest my heart, Old England for Ever" 
(r which I includ: Scotland, Wales & Ireland) thoſe whe. 
iſh it well avill encourage me, & thoſe who-do not let "me 
rather want than be tndebted to them for a pore My 
next application ſhall be to Bath 5 ladies, lords and gen- 
tlemen you hade the means 1% make me happy. I have only 
the <vifh to make you ſo, But wo ſhould T' doubt, 1 
know that every day will add ts the debt of gratitude I 
owe to—to what 10 what! auby to Old England 
for Ever! | 
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Advertiſement, 


—— 


t has been the custom of ſome Writers to tntt6- 
aduce Songs written by ether Perſons, into-Produflions 
ibis nature ; but as. I wat always an enemy to 
. Plagiariſm, I choſe rather, to inſert Trifles of my own. 
A tell the, Reader they ure exceeding „ perhaps 
He may not find it convtnient to believe me 5 on the 
or her 774 7 he 2 ne they are exceeding bad, In 
_ afraid. eel. ſomething. /auenmih in prvi 
| —— to 7 ini Zen, let me beg — = M4 
. promiſe or JÞlit the difference, as the common Phraſe is, 
ue all /ay.they ars ii and a" *'middling”” be- 
teen the tabs er any thing the Reader teaſes, 7 
4 be allows them i te paſſable, , | 
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Old England for Ever! 
— 
ACT I.—SCENE I. 


CarrAlx and Tromas, 


Capt. Nav, nay, but my good fellow, as you're 
Clerk and Secretary to old Mr. O'Credulous, you 
can procure me an interview with err | | 

Do. Do you think I can? 
Capt. I know you can, therefore let me les her 
once more, To-morrow ſhe may be another's. Is 
rot my rival, Mr. Denny M. err expected here 
to night. 

Tube. He is, but let him come when he will, he 
N ſhall meet with Frenchmen's fare, diſappoiatment. 

Capt, How can that'be, her father approves— 

- Tho. But I don't approve, ſo let that ſatisfy you. 

| Ds you know Shatchim the conſtable ? 

Capt. I never ſaw him. 

Tho. So much the better. I've perſuaded kim 
that Monſieur Raſto, de Float Wann the French 
General- 

Capt. Sure you A Thomas, the French Ge- 
neral's name is Humbert. 

Tho. Never mind that, we can make What we 
pleaſe of a Frenchman. I've perſuaded the Conſta 
ble that Government has offered a reward of 20, 000. 
for the French General. I told him alſo that he's 

lurking about this place. . 

Capt, But what is that to the purpoſe f 

Ts. Mere than you are aware of. Snatchim 
deſited me to hire him a ang fellow as en Winnt 
. ---Will you have a job? 

Capt. A job! 


AS. 

Do. Ves, diſguiſe yourſelf as a Clown, I'll re- 
commend you to the conſtable,” and you ſhall both 
come and take away M*Vapour, inſtead of the 
French General, * | 

Capt. My dear fellow how ſhall I reward you? 

Tho, You've rewarded me long ago. I have not 
forgot your kindneſs at Bath. | 

Capt. You always remember that, Thomas. 

The. Yes, I always paid intereſt with my grati- 
tude; now I'm happy I can clear off a little of the 
principal with my friendſhip. When you have taken 
away M* Vapour, come back, I'll introduce you into 
the houſe, & let me alone to ſqueeze the old father 
for his conſent. | p 

Capt. Honeſt fellow ? 'tis generous to aſſiſt a 
friend in diſtreſs, N 

The. A friend in diſtreſs! if I had not a heart to 
aſſiſt even an enemy in diſtreſs, I wou'd: ill deſerve 
the name of an-Engliſhman ; beſides, it is the intereſt 
of all Britons to ſtand by each other, when we have 
near a quarter of the world againſt us. g 

SONG. 

From Nrimol Quay T faiÞd aue nicbt, 

The wind was fair, the moon was bright, 

My purſe was full, my heart waas light, 

* ſenſes danc d with jay, fir. | 

o doubt 1 might have ſtaid at home, 

But thi” it is my chance to roam, 

I fill fd friendſſtip where I come, 

For Pm an Engliſh boy, fir. | | 

bene er I meet a Lad that's true, 

PII tell you what 1 always do, * 

I fhew my. purſe and friend/bip tao, 

Lua be may both employ, fir 5 50 

u , 1 meet a furiy biadey 1, 

o pride's to ſhaw how ill kes bred, 


1003 OF $ 30 ric 45 6. ).. 28 381 v 
la him foe 1 knox-my Trade: / er 22 J 
Her Im an Englub boy, fond oh 


To give my character at once, 
Au nit ten tarp; nor yet a dunce, 
I mirl er take nor give a fronts, | ' | 
For Vun no lad for noiſe, fir: $ 

I love my King and hate the French, { 

"iT take a glaſ, and kifs a avench, 4 

In friendſhips cauſe I'm ever flaunth, 

Tas may Eng liſi boys, ek 
* "SCENE 2. A Chamber. 

* | Mr. O*CaxpuLovs. 

"Thomas, I fay Thomas. (Enter Thomas | 

Tho. Here Tam Sir. 

O' Cred. Any news Thomas, any news? 
J. The French have reached Caftle-bar,_ _... 

'O'Cred. Hang the French. Is there nothing freſh"? 

' Tho. Yes, there's a boatful of freſh herrings, - 

O' Cred. Freflr herrings ! you blockhead, I have 0 
better news than that, Mr. M'Vapour will be here 
en, to marry my. daughter. 1 

Tho, And what's to become of my:cquntryman * 

O'Cred. What the Engliſh Captain. Oh dear, I 
love the gentleman very well, and J confeſs it was 
very heroic of the Militia to come over to our aſſiſt- 
ance, but I cannot let my fartune out of the family, 
and Mr. M*Vapour is a relation, who will aſſume my 
name after my death, and keep up * dignity of 
my houſe, 

Tho. And yet you never ſaw him. 

O' Cred. No matter for that, ur told be FA eat 
genius, a wonderſul contriver. 

The. I'm told he's no relation dl. dd N 
| . O'*Cred Oh yes, you'll find in — our hiſtorĩ- 
ans, how the M'Vapours and. O Oredulous's have 
a allied fince the days of Nebuchadnezaar, | 
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Tho. What was he à relation of yours too ? 

O' Cred. Who?:Nebuchadnezzar, 10 no, 1 don't 
read that in Hiſtory, but my „ ans forget 
the Captain, 

Tho. I wiſh we could make the Cham for 3 too. 

O'Cred. That will prove difficult, the sgl in 
love apd friendſhip are as.unchaugeable,, as: the, hw 
of the Medes and Perſians. 

Tho. And yet there's 2. method of making. them 
forget each other, 

Q'Cred. How ſo, Thomas, how ſo! 

7ho, There's a certain. powder. which might be 
bought to mix with his drink, 

O'Cred. Pihaw ! don't think me ſo great! a gull as 
to ſwallow a'pilchard for a herring. It won't do. 

Tho. 1 never ſaw a gentleman ſo hard to conyirce. 

O'Cred. So much: * better, I always ſteer be- 
tween two rocks. 

"Tho. There can be no harm. in trying. 

O Cred, None i th e leaſt. 

Tho. II} give Mrs. Scerewell a few grains of the 

der to mix with his drink. 

O'Cred. Do, and if you ſucceed, I'll reward you; 
for I wou'd not have the young fellow hankcring 
after her when ſhe's married. 

755. You mult give me your promiſe on lack 
ab white. 

-O'Cre. Very well, draw it up and I'll ſign it, 
but it will end in nothing at all. 

70. II fing you a Song of nothing at all, 

SONG. Air, Rural Felicity. 
Some Songs are of axe thing, and fame of another, 
Some Songs are of ſorrow and ſome full of glee, : 
Where one will iaftratt yer cν . trwenty will. 1858 
Your ears guith a fraale der dadadlt ds des. 
In ibis which 1 bring you; by Mango by Jingo, 
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Althe) 1 cau' fins} youyfhuls bear Exam deb, 


Aud ur fbr the mtr, by George it's no ter, 
Tus roh may pleaje ro 11 not lung at-ath, N 


BIA Nanny the jt of br ch "fi a1 be, ad n: 2 r W 
Had cuſ a fond qe on Joung Tory the Clerk ; 

One ng ht they were prating ans "Ott; 2 to . | 
Te cauale went out, and the; Fat i in the dark. n 
Hor Fatherthut caught her and roar cul now aac, 
P ray That were you doing, era n 
Zhen Nanny made anfoutr „Ji hete <vith this man, fer A 
What cou'd xe be doing] Lord! nothing at all. 


Proud Monſieur of Frogland puff*d ap like a Made. 
(Fer muſhrooms in power 4 ſalject ro pride, ) 0 
Had mode a great vo, pleaſe the wind & the 4 
That he wweuld take Britain and Ireland Leſides. 
As1 877 aber? commanded.in Cambria they landed, 

Seme croocked, ſame firaight , and Jorg ſhort and 1.3 ta 

For all their bravedoes when they did inuad us, 


Pra 9 chat made they of. it . uſi notbing at all... we! 


Enter SorHIA and EN NV. 
O'Cred Sophy my dear, br: M' Wangen 1s cant 
Sephy. I'm ſorry for it 1 
O*Cred. Sorry to ſee the man you! 10 0 mary! 
Jeuny. I ſay the ſhall not _—_ kim. 
O' Cred. You ſay ! 4 


Jenny, Yes and I' make you ſay ſa 60. Look | 
at me unkie nunkie; bleſſings on that twinky winkie, 


blearie wearie eye; ah! there's a . 2a ſweet 
ſmile, a conſenting ſmile. 4% gd 
O'Cred. I won't be flatter “I. _ 
Jen: 25. Sweet unkie, censder N once a 
youth yourſelf. | 
O'Cred. You may juſt Fold your tor gue. wh 
Jenny. — your WIORG, your fears, _ lap- 
ture « * MY 
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O'Cred. I don't hear a-word you ay. 
DP: % (Ropping his ears) 
Zeny. And will you ſuffer one cruel- aftion to 
blaſt your fame? There, now, he er 
on that ſweet' face, there's a picture of good nature. 
O Cred. Indeed, I never was thought very cruel, 
Jenny. No indeed, it's not in your temper, Unkie. 
O'Cred. I dare ſay not, and yet for all that, keep 
you away, or Iil knock you down with my cane. 
Jenny. Oh fie! unkie nunkie. 
O'Cred. I will by George 
Jenny. By George! you dare not. 
To (her hands alimbo.) 
0'Cred. Dare not! who will hinder me— — 
| brandiſting his cant) 
Jenzy. Your own good nature will hinder you; 
ſee there, it has ta en hold of you by the arm (throw- 
ing her arms open) come, now ſtrike, ſtrike your own 


dear, fond niece, who came all the way from Scot- 


land to ſee her dear ſweet unkie nunkie. | 
( patting his cheek, 
Q*Cred. Oh you cunning gipſey! I cannot ſtrike 
---you have diſarm'd me, (dropping bis cane) come, 
now, give me a kiſs, you're my ſiſter's daughter. 
Jenny. Aye will I unkie---come, now, give me 
another, you're my mother's brother, | 
0O'Cred, By the lord, and ſo I am! Iwiſh my 
daughter had alittle of your volatile temper. Come 
give us one of your Scots airs to divert her. | 
Jenny, Aye will I, uokie nunkie. 
8 SONG. | 
„ bade me take the laird, 
ho" he was fixty years and ten, 
But feint @ bit I wad nad('t,. 
Far he can hardly gang his lane. 
The filly cuft came here yeftreen, | 
A bragging of his lands and gear, 


(. 10 ) 
But Tue a lever of ny ain, 
A benq Britiſh V luer. 


Let jutly Irons wha wiſh na weel,, 
9 ele er Country, King or Stale, 
* Be boding Hill of 4lls 46 come, 8 
q 'o ſhow their 7 5 and feelifh hate. 
But Mon f eur "renchman Stay at tams.. 
507% We dinna ming." | your threats and Jeert, .. 
In When 11 Town on Britiſh ground, 
R Car 'boast fach loyal. Velumeers. 


Frae Johny greats to Scilly R a * 
Tho” illa bill were made in aue, 
Aida that bill were turn'd to gou 4, 
And a that gou!d were cad my 440. 
Ni heart. and band I'd give it a', 
- Tathe Sect lad 1 like jo.dear, 
Aud gin ye wiſh to hen his name. 
tis my Britafh Volunteer. 


- MVap. (entering) Mr. O'Credulous, I baer 
O. Cred. At your ſervice, fir. 
- M'Vay. My name is Mr. Denny M'Vapour, I 
beg ten thouſand pardons for not being here ſooner. 
O Cre. Ob fir, T admit your apolo 
you're a genius, and muſt devote a great deal of 
mm time to ſtudy, 


M'Vap. Perfettly right fir, I have conſumed ten 


days inattempting to diſcover how Taylors might 
work without elippings, Carpenters without chips, 
Smiths without ſparks & Shoemakers without Parings 

O'Cred. And have you ſucceeded ? © + 

Map. Not quite, but I have brought home 
eighreen hundred yellow boys of the fortune left me 
abroad, the reſt will foon follow, then I ſhall give 
ſuch a ſcope to my genius, and raiſe my fortune. 
What do you think 1 have invented N 

O' Cred. I can't 9 


gy, I know. 
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Was b. No leſs gs a military: 40 Bap 
Battery, for the uſe gs, deman hp may be 
KA. with — ably CE time of battle. I 
took the. hint zem M on — do you e all Nr 
the inyentor of the french, x with, the — 
teries, thﬀe—" 
O*Cred. Then I'm afraid you'll have to go to the 
Place where the bin originated; you'}] ge t little 
encouragement in our army. A good caufe * an 
honeſt heart, are the beſt breaſt-worles a Britiſh Sol- 
dier can traff t. (Enter Thomas) 
The. Sir, you're wanted in the office. 
O'Cred. Very well. Ladies, emertain the Gen- 
tleman till my return. 8 
M'Vap. No, I'll entertain the ladies. Now ladies 
you ſhall fee the plan of my militaty ſcreen' { ' feeling 
his pockets) oh, pity my noddle! pity my nodite, 
what's this! what's this! forgot my plan! what 
ſhall I do? oh here's a fire ſcreen, a good ſutceda- 
nium, Now ladies this wit give you a faint idea, 
My military ſcreen, which is to be compoled of 
ſteel, to repel musket bullets, will compreſs or . 
pand at pleaſure. Here now we ſuppoſe the enemy's 
in E nk ſpread my ſcreen before me; but there 
ſhould be a hole here - oh yes there muſt be a hole, 
(thrusts his cane thro it) — There's a port- -hole for 
my firelock.. 
Soph, Oh, the wretch has d eſtroyed my ſcreen ! 
M*/ap. Softly ladies, ſoft! gt ſhall ſoon open 2 
battery of love and — * The enemy's in 
front did I {ay---oh yes---puff ! puff! who's afraid ! 
fre away ! nothing can hurt me behind my PREY 
battery. 
deny But General, if they attack you in the rest? 
2 ap, Ha, ha, General | well L'II wear thetitle 
for your ſake. Attack me in the rear will they? if 
they do, here's my remedy. (Runs to the other fide, 
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an pts his cane bro“) Now m read 4 for them, 
IS mnd-arnt aid db <1 

mn pg „Ba, ha, but if you Thould'be farroggded? 
(#0 PD. Surrbunded am ? 1 have my remedy 
For that tov.” [ Gorng' round about and pretending to fire 
> each angle] Fi ire andy" m ons” bravo! the 

at; s our OWE. 


* Kuß, Sadichim and Captain. 
Search. You lie you thief it's not your ow]. 


„Cate. That's him. 
Snatch, Oh, you need not tell me that, any body 


may ſee he's either a: fool or a frenchman by his ca- 


pers. I'm ſorry L can't ſpeak french. 
Capt. Never mind that, he knows all languages, 
Snatch. I dare ſay. he does—ſervant ladies---['ll 


ſpeak. to him, Parly vow®..how do you do? 


M Vap. Pretty well, how are put damn'd i impu- 


dent ſon of a blockhead. (afide 


| Szatch, ;Y ou ſpeak good Engliſh. 

M Vap: Do you think ſo, old Laaer whit * 
Snatch, But when you're at home, the F eb 
M Vap. Oh yes. I'm always at home in the French 


5 and the Dutch too. 


. Snatch, In the French and Dutch too! I believe 
you my boy. This will do; and how do you ; like 
this Country ? 

MV ap. Pretty well, with a little improvement 
_ Snatch, Improvement! mind that, Vil bring him 
ta confeſs, (9 the ladies) & mayhap you're come to 
* ym alterations ? | | 


6s On yes, great alterations.” 1 

5 And mayhap you had ſome private, en- 
couragement to come? 

M Vap. To be ſure I had, and eyen if I had not, 
I think my yellow boys FOR." haye pav'd my May. 


Cd 


WW" Parles vous, ' 


friend (no, damme, my enemy, I mean) ha many 
of your yellow boys did you bring to Ireland 
were tald/cighteen.bundred,.” 7 (. 


(+43) ) 
Snaseb., Volle horn e e in) man hs, 
Capt. Yes, he means his ſan-burnt Frenchmen. { 
+= Snatch, Thank you neighbour---and pray now my 


e 

Map. Right again old leatherwig, 4 hs 

Snarch. And had. not you a damn d ſtock of im- 
pudence to venture here with ſo few yellow boys as 
o OT IT Re IR 
Map. Not at all, my eighteen hundred yellow 
boys will raiſe me a hundred thoufatd more. 
© Sratch, You lie, you rogue, you he, we'll riſe no 
more, we've had enough of that already. 42 
Map. What do you mean? 2. 

Snatch, I mean that I know. you Mr; General. 
Map. Mr. General! ha, ha, ha, what have you 
dubb'd me à General (oo? 8 
Snatch, (takes out à pocket-book) Come, fir, I'll 
take down-your confeſſion and then commit you.--- 
your name is general, what is it ?---1'll leave a blank 
or it---come here with an army of yellow boys. 


. Vas. Oh, pity my noddle ! is the fellow mad, 


or is he the buffoon or jelter of your family madam ? 

Snatch. He wont confeſs: I ſee---how many evi- 

dences does it require to convict a rogue: LIM 
Capt. Three will do. 5 

Snatch. I'm glad of it; ſome people go about to 
et eyidences, Fatways carry mine in my hand. 
here's one, (srikes with a tick) won't you con- 

fels no- there's two ;, won't you confels---n0--- 

there's three; won't you Confeſs---no--{going to firike) 
M'Vaz. What ſhall I confe6 ? A 
Snatch. Confeſs that you are general what do you 


» 


call him, come here with a french army. 


ap. Oh, pity my noddle! hg 
Such. Damn your noddle! [ging to ftrihe) 
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| great diſtance ? 


Sgob. When T ſat dion and aw 


. 3 
M*Y ap. Hold] hold! Ido confeſs. 
Snatch. Oh, ho! do yon ſo? I thought I'd bring 
er to. Neighbour, I ſee you underſtand the law. 
It took juſt three good thumps to convict him. — 
Seize him, 7 Capt.) n | 
- M'Vap, Oh murder] pity my noddle! Mr. O' 
Credulous! youpg man! ladies! help! pity my 
© Shateh. (dragging hin of) £20,000, a goed job! 
ee ww. * 
Jenny. Pity my noddle, ha, ha, aa... 
Son. Poor general, ha, ha, ha. [ro-eater Catt. 
Capt. I ſlipt away from the - conſtable, when, he 
had turned the corner. My dear. Sophia, now is 
Our time 113 | oa 37 5&0 
Jenny. Oh, no doubt, my pretty pair of pigeons, 
you are ready to take wing, but had not you as wen 
ſtay and get a few guireas ficm wkie runkie,. 10 
Teather your neſt ? Na a 
Sscpb. 1 would rather ſtarve with him than _ _. 
Jenny. Than with any other I dare ſay, but, do 
you know my good cuufn, that talking. of ſtarving 
with a full oder, is like viewing a battle at 4 
Soph. But we ſhall never part as we did before. 
DUET. | 
Whey did you go my cruel dear, 
How cow d you think to leave me? 
. Every day I thought a year, 
Se did your abſence. grieve me. 
Capr. When to the Baitle I did go, 
. The love of honour fir d me, 
But when I ouertamt the Foe, © 
'{ vas your faust therms inſpir d me. 
pt all days ee 
M. fritnds were always ſecring e 


( is ) 
0h let her weep. prox ſoul, faid they, 
Her lere a; Volunteering. off 00, 


: "Copter 1 fle thick clue of dark hp, 
. Did far |awhilt * oer us. . 
Nero hopes di i pell each anxious care, 
, | And all is jey before . [Euter G | 
f 22 Hold you merry ladies; I ſee you're di- | 
verting him with a ſopg.---No, I don! t ſee * ſuch | 
thing, where's Mr. M'Vapour? - | | 


- Soph. I ſaw no ſuch perſon: | 

O'Cred. Did not I leave him here with the . | 
tary ſcreen ? | | 

| >:8oph. You left Mr. Caper here. | 
O'Cred. Mr. who? | 
Soph. Mr. Caper the dancing walter, | { 
O Cred. Dancing maſter! where is he now? k 
| Soph. When I threatened to expoſe him, he ran | 
) away, but I fent the conſtable after him, and here's i 
the eonſtable's man. Why don't you go after your 
; maſter, triend? whether you catch Caper or not, k 
k come back, I'll be i rn to ſee you. exit Cape” | 
Ft -O*Cred. Dancing maſter ! damn'd Skipping, tr 2 15 
ping ſon of a what lies he told me !-.-I wiſh 
had him here {flouriſhing his cane) his military — 
ſhould not protect him. 
[ Sophy runs to one fide, TFenny to the other, 

Soph. Take care couſin, he'll knock down all the 
pictures in the room. 

Jenny. All the pictures! my faith, I believe he'll 
knock down all the originals in the room if we 
don't take care. 

O' Cred. Ill go in queſt of him, (meets Themas) 
ladies, retire a little, I want to ſpeak to this youth, 
Well Thomas what of the Captain? | 

Tho. He'll never trouble your Javghter any more. 

O' Cred, Clever fellow, ane, clever fellow 


* 


(G j? 


Now I'll tell h A cker. Thi In love with" Bert 
the chamber-maid, aud Me Acats upon Harry , the 
coachman, will you Tet the kive döoſe (let 1 it be a 
very Arong one) for T want to forget her.” N 
7he. Oh yes ſir. ee 0 
O'Cred. Clever fettow Fides, eleber fellow! 
what do you ea the poder? | 
Tho, I believe the cqmmon,name is arſeneic. 
O' Cred. Arſenic ! hy that's rank poiſon! 
Do. And the fineſt thing 3 in the world to make 
you forget any thing / 
O'Cred. You ry not give. him poiſe: did au 
Tho. No but ] gave it 10 Mrs. nennen 
with his drink. Mees e 
O' Cred. Oh! my 3 hed 1 44s. 
Tho; Never fear, I have ſecured yout reputation. 
_ ©*Cred. How ſo, Thomas, how ſo, clever tellow ? 
Fe. I told the ſtory all over the villages, and 
when the people applauded my ingenuity Lidiſe. 
claimed all merit in the buſineſs, aud dete only 
acted in obedience to ye ur orders. roy 
O' Cred. Curſed fellow ! I'll be hang' — i 
prevent the murder, ſtupid fellow 1... 7-4 48 


AIR. ee 
. " 
* ; 'S * ' £ * * 


The. I. deed I'm wery forr y, 
7 222 humbly beg your 3 fry. 
O Grid. "Twill 5 a ſad like flor, 


My Ke s not worth "The. , * fire, 


Romy: Oh ceme cime, get re 7 OI” 

: ts time that you were bidding uu, 

$246. 15 / dear ! ſaveet daddy 8, 0 

| What a fine thing g ue, * — = 

Jenm. [ll teach you how #6 dance; Pre. Wb, 
Leek — ane, two, three, four, 7 


Nu faßt . won 


The Ladies ani, 


— By 


6 * 


The! 1 « Daw bee: „i wo 
8 Ill dow aft ey freer fre e 
Come. come, turg out 7 bet; 
©" You never l learn, 7 0: Lac 
Oc. As I'm alive, I'm fix! * 8 
4 dug me I Pe * 
a | e 
2 


Jer FI Mee. Seer Hens, 


Caprain and THoMas. . 
Capt. Ha, ha! I can't help 0 at . 
Denny M'Vapour. 
Tho. Ves, yes, he's ſecure enough. 
Capt. I ſuppoſe the conſtable will FOR be re- 
concil'd, as my deſertion precludes my having any - 


{ ſhare of the reward, and the old gentleman 1 gin 

x me dead. | 

u Jb. „Ves and as I'} manage matters] he'll not 
10 only look upon himſelf as an accomplice, but * ö 
m very principal in the murder, | 


1 1:86 to avoid the gallows- | 
Tho. He'll come into any terms I pleaſe. 
. But if he ſhou'd ſee Mrs. Scorewell? 
The, If he-ſhou'd I'm A ed for him; ſhe has 
a favourite black pig eleg was broke at our 
houſe to day. Now Fame: as this little pig is, Pl © 
make him carry us a good way thro? this adventure. 
me But if we 8 be an out to _— 
on are; your love m wait our 
we True, Thomas. | 9 


To ſome g Lela — 


| E has t.,undone. m, - 
"aaa Bu! me 10 ay fair one — * 


4 
* 

4 

x 
- 
: 


e my nan Hes . j 
at expedient can find?" + 
8 my arm purſue my duly, 18 
But my beart'ſhall may behind. NY 


it fince heart and arm 

u country's cauſe ſpou'd cling , 

Hilo can I give to another, | 

bat belongs to Gi i 

Dear es, this night PII boron,” 
My fend heart from _ id*s chai 
2 the — 0? i "chin 
4 will figh it bach again. 

Tho. Here comes Mrs. Scorewell. 1 pray retire 

| and get on your pilot's dreſs, and Tl procure you 

| another ft ſight of the lady. | 

[ : na Succeſs ! E. 


N 


| Enter Mrs. Scorewell. 1 
= . "Mrs. Score. Your ſervant. fir, a fight, of you is 
[i good for ſore eyes. Do you know that my poor 
1 little black pig | 
| 7he. Had his leg broke; 1/11 tell you how: that 
happened; you remember my:maſter had a couſin 
kill'd at Vinegar- hill, and the pigs-devoured him. 
Mrs. Score, Indeed I'm told hay Ydevoor'd: many. 
The. He neyer can endure the fight of a pig 
ſince, ſo he order'd me to break his le 
Mrs. Score. Oh the eruel man mal eher people 
ſuffer for his Je are VE 
Tho, But he fer u this-guinea n-condition | 
that you kill him besu-. \ po 
rs. Scere. On the dear man! well, people can't 
help their oddities. A guinea l. that's ſelling my 
Pig, and eating my. pig as the man ſays. 
The. But if you ſhould meet — matter, you 4 
mult never mention the word pig, ſay you kill'd him, F 
and fo on, for fince the affair a Vinegar-hill— 


— — — — — —— em. 
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that won't underftand, "Ah T 


"Mis, Sb I 


6490 
Mr. Sco. Never fear, I'll obſerve n inſtruRions 
Tho, Do, and go o, good day. 
Mrs. Score. Meter vped as! are you going that 
way? 
7 ho, Ts ctberb ny Ober y of geingont ? 
Mrs. Score. Oh there's nabody'fo. yo, ont as him 
now when 
to look for Chriſtmas day, 'New-year? 3-day, May- 
day and Lammas-day, but you're the only calender 
that can tell me when''m to look for our marriage- 


da | 
4 DUET. . Britiſh Grenadiers, 
Tho. Will you be fell purſuing, 


ee pretty ancient girl ?. 
Mrs. 85 his war. has avid Wo9ing s 
Out of this wicked world. 
Tho, 0h.-row, dow. dow, dow dew dow, dew, (drum 
Mrs. Sco. Ab, wick, wick, wick, wick wes,  (fift 
The. And tanta, rara. rara, ra. ( Trumpet 
Mes." Se. Ha ole our heart from me. | 
Corus, O Of row, dow, c. 


Te. "Tis Mars that leads to glory, 
, Then Cupid let me go. | 
I. on. Tudeed, I wou'd be ſorry, | 
„„ e bon Cupid fo. | 
+ Tho, a De an not ſes uur Teamen, N 
Hew bold they ru fhh ta war? 1 
Mrs. Sco. And yet 1 believe, we've few men. 
More walued by the fair, | | 
10477 A berut, 0h rau dow. dow, &&c. 
Mrs, Sco. When Rog\lavs an Militia, 
"0182 217104 F or bajtls is prepare.” 
e Tadbad my cba Labretia, "DL 1 475 
Your Zhmmy muſt be there. gQiHI69 DAE , gig 
Pol oil my got, fr, i 1a BY 
ann, bile are. om 12790 $14 
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Ae. Taue guchegr fhow'd be di rr... 
Tm ſure their come of age. >ifely 7 | 
Chorus, Ob rous door dy Des. Ke 
SCENE." 17. 0) f O'Credulous 5 W - 
Oc. 1 burn, fry with imp Jatience, and yet 


the rogue won't come with one 2 of comfort.” If 
the, gentleman i is. poiſon'd— , Enter Jenny 


Jem. Where are you unkie? is every thing 


ready for the wedding? have you beſpoke a new 
ſuit ? you don” t mean to wear that wig? put it a 
little more over your ears, there now; arg the fd- 


dlers ready? Lud! we ſhall, have ſach dancing ! 


what ſha}l I do for a partner? Come, unkie, nun. 


kie, you & I can practiſe. (taking his bands) Hold 
up your head - turn out your e mall = 
me dance. ſuch a j 


"O'Cred. Yes, Jie you ſhall ſee. me (dance. px ; 


too, I fear. 


Dem. My heart's ſo light, my feet will fearce | 


touch the ground. 

O'C-ed. Nor mine either. But my. heart is not 
light for all that. 
„ Jenny. I'll ſwim with: fach-ap: airs you'll ſwear 1 


dance upon nothing. 
O'Cred. Swing in the air! and dance don no- 


thing! That will be my caſe, oh ſhe has er 


. hear of my mis fortune. ( aſac 


Jenny. What do think I dream'd laſt night? 

O' Cred. Some plaguy nonſenſe, ll warrant. 

Jenny. I dream'd a were'turn'd rope- dancer. 

O'Cred. Rope:dancer! it s all over, (wweepe}, 
Her very dream — 


Jenny. What's wed! does nt it ail i 


. hogour ? i IIS U * Qt „„ Ne = 


; O'Gred... Oh yes. it l make eu 1 | 
Jem. But why ſo. down inthe month? youll: 


TED) 
Have all the country here N vou upon 


this p ublic occaſion. D 19 49 4198 * L 
9505 red. Curſe their congratulatian! -. 
uy what they haye, leng. wity's for 
905 sit? I'm 30 abl d. io them hae 
955 . did you rr 5785 che p © bn 


3 An * not tell you that. What does. be 


00 rel. oh not tell me chat! oh, 5 true F 

enough then; her concern for me won't let ber tell. ; 
Jene). PII fi Ing you a ſong. | | 
 *O'Cred.. Oho ! ber concern ſets her a angie 

ſhe wiſhes me dead. Poor old unkie, nunkie ! criet. 


9 
8ONG. Get marriuſ as fon as you can. 40 
a 


| 
j 
| 


' Young Fame of the vale, with his flattering tale, 
T houg be to carry my heart once away, once away, 
He ſaid 1 was fair, moſt charming and rare, 
More ſauset than the opening flewrets in May. 

Like a filly young — I Believ d what he ſaid, 
For his words and . did * — agree, 
But hold fir, ſaid I 275 ou rate me 

Do you-think I wwou'd wed ſuch a fellow as Ja 


He ſigb'd and he pray d. but for all that he ſaid, 
Ireſelv d not to wed with a clown with a clown, 
7 myſelf airs, my young lover deſpairs, 
| For all he obtain'd was a frown, was a frown. 
Without hopes of a Cure, he no more cou'd endure, 
The Met. of my pride and diſdain and diſdain 5 
d row he is gone, and I'm courted by none, 
- 1 wiſh be 4you'd male the ſame. offer again. 


Eu Thomas and Captain. 


22 Thomas, who is that with you?; 
To. Thiwis the Pilot who went on board the. 


Leet which brought the French to Ireland. Coulin, 


HL 
3 
ell my maſter ** news ſrom Caſlle-bar. 
5 work 30 407 * 1 h like wane aber 
\O'Cred, What's that 


» Tho. A little: impeiliment in his ſpeech; o · ut o 


their having cut out his tonguu 0! 

2 O'Cred.* hat-do'they guillotine. tongues too? 
let me ſee your tongue (he ſnaps at hi fin geri) what 
have you brought, 2 ſovapping turtle, you raſcal? 

Typo. Sir, If he had pen, ink and paper 
O' Cn. Vou're right, Jenny, take this fellow 
into the houſe & give him my writing implements. 
Zerny. Poor fellow, has he loſt his tongue? 
O'Cred. Aye, has he, but you may lend him a 
| Piece of yours, you can very well ſpare it. 
Jem. Come, away poordunimie. 
[ He goes ef nalixg. Hgus lis a. dumb man] 
O'Cred, Now, Thomas, did you oat the 
murder: 
Tho. No, he was dead before-l eme. 
O' Cred. But you know I never dried fes 
Ie, Did not you? I think Fhave it * black 
and white that you-employ*'d me. 
O' Cred, Curſed fellow! I be bang d. and my 
| ſpeech will be ſold for a halfpenny. Oh dear! 
To. I don't think it will be dear at a Gy, 
if you publiſh it on good paper. 
O' cCred. What ſhall I do? L 
\ Tho. If you were to fend her a teile by way of 
| ae to buy her evidence. 
O'Cred. Aye, hat will do, the laſt time 1 ſais 
her I thoughtihe and her family wou'Fhave eat me 


with kindneſs. 
To. And if they had, you wou'd not have been 
the M. | 
- O*Cred,/ What! a Dar 


250. Nothing, deutete ee eee | 
* O'Greo, Thatthey're cin I wort holy. 


oO © th a oa” 


. 


236i d e pes, aiys you foe how the” 


polite French have baniſhed, all their vulgar' Preju- 


_ dices; aboliſhed religion, diſregarded the ties of, 
blood, ſubdued the feelings of humanity; and—and 


I'm told, that, like the : free ſons of nature in the 
South Seas, they ara actuallyarriuid at ſuch a pitch 
of refigement, that eye make no ſcruple 10 cat 


one another. 


Of*Cred. Curſe their refinements ! wee . 


was eyer man in ſuch a ſituation 
Tho. The more danger the mbre honour. 
SONG, Arx, Maid that tends the Nana 
Saweerly rounds the woice of war, 
To the fame afpiring hero, 
. Nuble are thoſe honeſt ſcars, 
I lach qur Country's cauſe confers. 
Sweet”s the tale of danger paſts, 
Coming, fromthe aged warrior, 
Lit 'ning youths around him preſs, 
Is Each hopes to be a ſharer 
In the vsice of future fame, 


And tell his tale ſome other day. 


Tbs Yo can tell ſuch fine Itories of your eſcape. | 


O Cd. Run & give her theſe five guineas. But 
do you hear me, my lad, as there is a great proba» 


bility that you'll be hang'd at any rate, had not you 
as well leave me out al together? If vou do I' buy 
you an excellent ſuit of mn tcdappear tenteel 


at the place o 

The. By no means ſir, 1 like to keep company 
with my betters, 

Oct Wicked fellow 80 and. give her the 
money before I'm expos 

Tho. Yes, fir, (returns) But if you have-not en- 
gag'd a printer for your laſt ſpeech, I have. a couſin 
who will u pon as reaſonable terms; 

O' Cd. Pet out, you ſon of a — (drives bim « 5 
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(-24.) 
Now perhaps the rogue won't give her the mo 
and I dare not As her. PII go and ſound 2 
diſtance. Ves, yes, I'll ſteer between two rocks, 
that's always my maxim. Exit. 
0 SCENE, Mrs. Scorgavell; Houſe. n 

Snatchim and M' Vapour. | 
Snatch. You need not tell me you're not a gene- 
ral I know what you are, ſo-none of your tricks 


upon travellers. Enter Clipfhear: 


Clip. Gentlemen, Jour moſt humble come tum- 
ble down'three pair o 


heart for all that. | 

Map. Who are you?; 1 

Clip. Who am I! my name is Timothy Clip- 
ſhears Eſq. alias lady's-tray-maker. , Ill make you 
a ſuit of cloaths will catch them in dozens, you'll 
have them dangling about your neck like a bunch 
of buttons on a ſtrmg. I told you I was a funny 
devil, he, he, he, he. N ne wake; 6. | 

Snatch. Who ſent for you? | 

Clip. Who ſent for me! I ſent for myſelf, for fince 
this war began, I go about ſeeking for a job, like 
a hen ſeeking for a neſt, he, he, he. 

Sratch. As my young man has deſerted me, this 
fellow ſhall be my aſſiſtant. (afae) Timothy, I 
command you to ſtand centry over this man till I 
return from the door: 8 | 

Clip. Od's clippings and patches! me turn cen- 


try! l'm aftaid you've choſen the wrong web to 


cut a ſoldier from. Lord ſend us peace and plenty 


that's my family motto. T'll ſing you a ſong made 


by my great grand- father of peaceable memory. He 


Iiv'd to the age of 93, and never was known to lift 
his hand to any body but his wife, Hem, I'm _ 


afraid I have loſt my voice by the way. Hem! 


ir of ſtairs and into a garret ; he, 
he, he, I'm a funny devil, but 1 have no ill. in my 


ASN erer and 4s es ek bo i ont 


1 


© 


> . 


n 
0 « 


. 5. 4. 288810 1 
1 "$086, Ant, Daddy the baue. 
7 once, went to Batele nere 4 — Ay, | 
Yhere thouſants were cranun Gut In r fs gbting at * * 
Herre fired and fare fell and. Jome ſtores #an 


You never ſaw any thing. ranger... 


Such flaſhing and jmaſhing you neuer did 2, | 
Sat thumting aud fumping, ob, terrible “ 
Tus honour forbids me to jay I did flee, 

1 quithly mov d off from the danger. 


My cumrades awith wonder beheld my —_ 


Such laug bing und ſceſf ing e never did bear: 


From ric right to the left. from. the front io the Fears. 8 
They rear out and * 4 like thunder. + 


Like  laght” ning. | flew and away 1 did ' ſcour, 
I kes a cloud and Ju ea lite a 
4A — to tand when 1 an a full beur, N 
Ard fas aweu:d go back to the plunder. 


Next ; morning: tie Raven came forth from the rock, . 
The Crows: and the Magpies together did flock, 

And on theſe great herces aube made me their mock, 

T hey ain d an mot fumptuoitfly. fared. 

Wark ! ſays the raven, and then he did eat. 

phy mo ! ſays the ma g pie Pin glad we did meet. 
Caro! cane Jays the Crow, "tis most excellent meat, 


Full to my good: neig -buurs, dun / ſpare it. 


Snatch. If you let him 75 PII clip your ears off. (art 
Clip. Clip my ears off! there's two of us can 2 
at dat game 1 ſuppoſe. (rapping bit ſhears) 
you're a priſoner. it ſeems. 
M'Vap. Ve.. 
Clip. In the Croppy line? 
Map. Ob pity my noddle, no. In give you 
ive gaineas if you ſet me at liberty. | 
Clip. Tis a bargain, ſtand to your arms, m hearts | 
of buckram, here he comes. Euter Snatchim 


. 0 rp OS 


Snatch. The cosch is juſt ready, I'll trundle you 
off to Dublin Caſtle in a Jiffy. - | 

Clip. Mr. Snatchim, I believe I was once a lodger 
of yours, for a trifle of debt. Now if you have 
any bit of a job? | 

Snatch. Well thought on, I'll have a new ſuit off 
my £20,000. ' Have you got your meaſures about 
you ? matt 

Clip. Od's clippings and patches! aye, a. taylor 
without his meaſure is like a ſhip without a compaſs 
— ſtand up, your honour, I hope to ſee you on the 
Bench yet. (meaſuring & aubittling Will you have 
a long or a ſhort wait? 

Snatch. I'll have as little waſte as poſſible. 

Clip. Ag little waſte as poſſible! are you up to 
that? od's clippings and patches! there muſt be a 


* * 


little. A remnant of all to be ſaved, as my old 


maſler Tom Cabbage us'd to ſay to his cuſtomers, 
e T diaions bin) 

Snatch. What, are you tying my arms? 

Clip. The neweſt faſhions from Paris. Don't 
ſtir ydur arms, till they have taken a ſet. Now, to 
honour's pantaloons. 

Snatch. What are you doing with my ancle ? 

Clip. The lateſt faſhion from Paris, I meaſure 
both ancles at once to ſave time. (ies his ancles. 

Snatch. Vou're tedious, have you any more to do? 

Clip. Only this. { pulls down Snatchims cap) good 
morrow to your night cap! as Hamlet ſays in Jane 
Shore. Ha, ha, ha, we're three funny. devils, but 
we have no ill in our minds forall that 

(pointing his finger at him) 


MT Vap. (pointing his Anger) oh, pity my noddle! et 


Snarcb. Oh murder! ſtop the General, ſtop pity 
my noddle, ſtop pity my noddle. 
SCENE outhde of ScorewelPs Houſe, | 
O'Ciedulous looking about. 


bu 


„% 
O'Cred; Oh, here ſhe comes. (Enter Mt. Scorewell 
But. I'm afraid to mention 
Mrs. Score. There he is, but I muſt not- ſpeale of 


dhe pig, for fear of bringing Vinegar- hill to his 


mind. 

O' Cred. Mro, Scorewell, was coming to (coughs 
Mrs. Score. And | was going to (/nectes) 
O' Cred. To what? 

Mr Score. To thank your henour. 

O' Cred. So Thomas gave you - 

Mrs. Score. What you houour ſent. 
O' Cred. And he defired you 

Mrs. Score. Never to ſpeak of the p—— baus 
O'Cred. The p. ſhe means the poiſon, + I 


ſuppoſe 1 need not recommend ſecrecy, 


Mrs. Score. The foro a ſecrecy. 

O'Cred. But I'm ſorry for the accident. | 

Mrs. Score. Oh, there's not the leaſt occaſion, I 
was going to kill him at any rate. 


O' Cred. The devil vous and how did you 


take him off? 


Mrs. Score. I made the hoſtle r cut his throat. 
O' Cred. Lord have mercy upon us and where 


is he now ? 


Mr. Score: Hanging in the cellar. 

O' Cred. Softly, ſoftly ! when its dark we muſt 
carry him out and bury him privately. 

Mrs. Scare: Bury him : privately ! upon my croth 


Ii do no ſuch thing. To norrow I mean to expoſe | 
him in the market. | 


O'Cred.. In the market! 
Mrs. Score. Ves, and as I may. fay that you are 


the father of the feaſt, I mean to ſend you a leg. 


O'Gred:;” Oh, murder |! 
Mrs, Score. But your honour don't like ſuch meat 


but I aſſure you he never was at Vinega— mum! 


(topping ſhort) 


6 2809 


O' Crad. vg mum} her braĩu is turnꝰd (af 
Mre. Score, Man Many a honey meal: have. 1 made of 
ſuch meat. Dito to 
O' Cred: Have — devil. * vonn ſtomach. 
Tis true enough what Thomas hinted.- - (afidr 
Ars. Score. What can they ſay, only that you 
were, ind a. paſſion hen ou ordered Ihomas --- 
O' Cred. Will you hold your tongue? 
Mi. Scere, Tho“ you order d me to kin him: you 
paid very handſomely, 
O' Cred. Oh death; "Oh deaths. (belbrings) « 
| Mrs. Score. Coming coming I (retarnt) will your 
| honour allow. me tu broil you a bit of teak. Exil. 
Om. The devilibrail:you -andbake you too. 
| (enter Thomas) Oh, Thomas, it's all Ove. 
| Tho. All over the country I ſa it is. * Lhave 
| one expedient: to ſave you. yet. | 
OC. What is it? Wied 114 r 
Ibo. Sign this paper, drawn out by a iſ of 
mine, it gives your conſent to the Captain to marry 
your daughter, I'll ſwear it was done: previous to 
the murder; and that will be a nen Proof, 
| chat you bare him no malice. en 
| O'Cred. So it will, give it mo. But vou muſt 
deliver me the black and 3 ee 1 een you 
is morning-!, (nr, 
Tho. There iris. 5 
Orea Aye, here unde l god FAY my 
neck's my au my neck's my own4- now you ra- 
cal! where's your black and white to convict me? 
Enter M'Vapour at one door, dp. Fenay. at Andi her. 
M Happ. My: dear Bar- O Orad as cer, man 
ted ſuch a dance? 140 
O' Cred. But your. * — not do you ſeoundrel. 
Aab, Scoundrel ! pity n en is this 
Mr. Q:Credulous/? RI (ien 4 
Olea. Aye is it, as ſure as you're Mr. Caper * 


it. (pulling off a'red wig) In ſhort, fir; your 


S 0 
Map. 'M#e/Capertnom 5250 v n 
O' Cred. Ves, a skipping, ripping 97. 
give us a ſpecimen of your art. 
MVap. What do yoohmeaw?: >" IVE 5 
O' Cred. This, (ed.) r d 
Mas. beans danee. ue | 
O'Critd? Cant you? * F 5 
M'Vap. No, Lhive bat three ſteps, and theſe 1 
learn'd from Tom Cliachfoot the cripple; 
O'Cred. Beg in, fir, (beats him, b dancer clunfily 4 
up with it, fir ! none of your elephant ſteps. V1 
eee ſkip ike a roebuck. Ener Snatchin 
Fnatob, 804 job l bad job? © 
- O'Gred. What's the — of this, Sunchim ? 
Snatchs Aſſe general Float Campo there. 
O' CMN. Flat Crampol where? + Pe 
Snatch. There, that gentleman. | 
 O'Cred. Ha, ha, ha, was there ever ab Vlock- 


head, to miſtake Caper the dancing-maſter for ge- 


neral Flat Crampus. 
Ferny;\ He was not quite ſo wiſe as you unkie 


nunk ie; hen you mittook- Mr. ien 1 


the dancing: maſter. 
O' Cred:. What is this really Mr. MVapont?' 
\ Tenny. Aye, is it, urckie nunkie. 
O'Cred, Did ever mortal hear the like? 
Tho. You may aſk Capt. Firmlove here. 
O'Cred. 3 pilot Capt. Fmove 
Tho» Tobe ſure.” 
Orad. But was not : Firnlove: kill'd? 


e. Clean dead with deſpair, but this paper has 


brought him to liſe again. 


O' Cræad. I tell you Firmlove bad for brown hair, 
and this fellow's pate is as red as x ſalamander. 


Capt. If you diftike the colour, L'Il ſoon — 


grounded averſion obliged me to have recourſe to 


— ——— ew e@wraaws 
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ſtratagem. The ſoldier's motto is Love and War, 
and I hope that every one who has the honour to 
bear arms for his king and country, will always be 
ready to exert himſelf for either. 8 

Jenny. Bravo! there's a ſpeech for you, 

O'Cred. Yes, & I have a bit of a ſpeech for you 
too. For the part you bore in dubbing your. unkie 
nunke a fool, you ſhan't have my conſent to marry 

_ theſe twenty years. | 
Jenny. 1 don't care, I've laid aſide all thoughts of 
marriage now. 


© O'Cred. Have you, then Inn make yen marry. | 
Jenny, Indeed you can't unkie nunkie. (curthing 
O' Crid. Indeed I can, ſaucy niecie. (bowing 


Jemy. Indeed you can't. (playing with her fingers 


O'Cred. Can't I Why fo ? (mimicking. her 
Jenny. Becauſe - becauſe. . n 
O' Cred. Becauſe what? | [angrily 


Jenny. Becauſe. I'm married already, ha! ha! ha! 
O' Cred. Married already ! * 
Jenny. Ves, you know you would not dance with 
me, unkie, ſo I was oblig*d to look out for another 
partner. | 
O'Cred. And who is the. unfortunate. deyi], that 
I may go and condole with him. | 
Fenny. (taking. I hamas's hand) here he is fir, 
O' Cred. What, that raſcal! 
825 No, this gentleman. 
Cred. Gentleman ! who made him a gentleman? 
Jenny. My money and His Majeſty's commiſſion. 
O'Cred. Oho ! your ſervant ſir, and who married 
you to my niece? 
Tho. The ſame who married your daughter to 
Captain Firmlove. | 1 
| . O'Credulous. My daughter! is ſhe-married ? 
| Sophia. Oh dear papa, I cou'd not help it. | 
'O*Cred, Cou?d not help it! why, viper? / 


eit 4 

Sophia. Becauſe - becauſe·— 8 

Oc. What are you at your becauſes too? & 
what's your. becauſe? 2 

Sophia. Becauſe when a young girl hecomes mar- 
riageable, ſhe's like a new bark ready to ſail, if ſne 
does not embrace the firſt fair wind, ſhe may chance 
to lie a long while in the harbour. 

O'Cred. Oh, you abomination ! and who was it 
Mrs. Scorewell kild? © 

Mrs. Sco. (entering) Nothing but a black pig, fir. 

O'Cred. A black pig! what a day of blunders } - 
well, I'm reſolv'd for the future to thinł twice before 
I believe once, what ſay you Mr. M' Vapour ? 

Vap. I ſay a wan may have money in his poc- _ 
ket, and yet be a—.. | 

Jenny. Blockhegd ! what ſay you Snatchim ? 

Snatch. A bad job! a bad job. 

O'Cred, I cannot ſay but I'm pretty well fixt, 
with an Engliſh ſervant, an Iriſh daughter, a Welcty . 
lover and a Scots niece, 

Capt. If England, Ireland, Wales and Scotland 
would always ſtand firm to one cauſe. as we did, 
they could beat the world, [ Enter a Yeoman 

Yeoman. Good news! good news! the French 
Troops are made priſoners, at Ballyvamuch. 

O' Cred. Huzza! the conq'rors of Italy become 
the captives of Old England. Captain when vou 
return home, 1 hope you'll not forget our Militia 
and Yeomanry. | 

Capt, Never fear, when we're oblig'd to ſpeak of 
the weeds, don't think we'll forget to mention the 
flowers of Old Ireland. | Ry 

Yeoman. Huzza ! fee the French priſoners on their 
way to Dublin. 
[ Back ſcene opens & diſcovers Boats full of French Pri- 
foners on the Canal, muſic playing, God ſave the King. 

O'Cred. Fine news for the Directory 4 


Capt. 


6 29 
| FINALE. 
Ve peſts of France, fince now you thance 
Ta file yourjelwves © Great Nation,” 


Do all you can, your I leeis io man, 


| O*Cred. 


Thomas 


A Fig for your Inweſun J 

Or fhou's you land, you cannot land 

Before our Troops jo clever, 

Lite hares yuu'll fly, if we but cry, 

Oi England live for Ever J. 
Chorus. Ye peſts of France Ic. 


Your heads of cork. go ſet to work, 
And ſet your ſchemes in motion, 
Let Raſis and Floats, with Ships & Boats, 
Like Woods riiſe on the Ocean. . 
But aubo is he, that's Ring at Sea, 
And Prince in every Rrver 5. 
Where Ships can ſail, or Guns prevail, 
I England"s Fleet for Ever“ 


Then come no more, towards sur Share, 
With flomachs ſharp and eager, 
Like hungry Dogs. go eat your. Frogs, 
Or drown in your ſoup-meagre. 
16 grieve your hearts, (ſpite of your arts, | 


T wo friendly Illes to ſever ) 


John Bull and Pat, will joke and chat, 
And be good Friends for Ever, 


Soph. While Fallion's rage, your ſouls engage, 


Jenny. 


Zo murder one another, 

No Nature's band, can ſtop your hand, 
*Gainst parent, fan or brother, 

White we more bleſt, are ſtill poſſest 

Of Laxvs by Heaven's favour, 

Secure we'll ng, God ſave the Ring, 
Ard Britain's The air R. 


INI. 
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